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lust, He beginsg to hanker to ride on the kind of train that you read
about in the last two hundred puges of a magazine

he's perfootly satisfied with the

BOUT once in =0 long the stay-at-home man gels the rallroad wanders
.A ’
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L. For eleven long and happy months
habft of lving 14 a slot machine e¢leven fioors up. Of uights, when

;o'clm-‘,( comes, he's ready to wind up the cloek, turn out the cat—no, you

1a 1 H

o 1 - - § . 1 1 1 i ..
Acting on the decislon of the | can’t keep & ca‘ {n a flat, dumb-walters being the only domestic pets pere
ocourts requiring the K'.i:'r;:"r'.\‘(l;Cr mitted; but anyway he's ready to wind up the clock, breathe asilent prayer

TUT =TUT |

:thul the janitor chokes before morning and retire to rest in the match
safe that he calls a bed-room.
But along toward summer he becomes enamored of those inspiring

Trust Company to remove the part

e TN hnaeSa——

of its Fifth avenue building which

TRUSY

| accounts: of pleasure trips on moving boudof t are written by purely

encroaches on the Or- ’ NE E D .T E | i r .
oy } 0 disinterested general passenger agents having a turn for romance 0
poration Counsel ¢lany recom- I ‘ ‘ 1 I L :

. i ) .
: } ' f | doesn’t know that the best fetion in a ten-cent monthly apoars in the
mends the recovery {

advertising part. ILater he knows it,

’ | But that's after ha has taken the rallroad cure for the raflroad disease,
M ON E Y } 8 after ha has ta 1- 1 .Tl \
' | ! £ West 1 in his goul he knows

all the space on either side of the

ch has been unlawfully He tells everybody he's goin for the rest, but in

2d by | ~OWners., {t s the prospect of that luxurious voyage aboard a whealed palace that

nse .«nI kerbocke really lured him and his faithlul dress suft case from home,

was aggravated by the ! Right at the start he s palned by z{?n- color-scheme employed n'n the
Corporation counse] Jv Deloney. it an ‘.ﬂ;.ul :Ifit‘d. with Pullman car upon which he embarks, the =aid car having a name like a

t it apy
full knowledge of the illegality of its course, counting on <g.u.q1 legislation
to sustain it. ‘

In most other cases the .obstructions date back to old Aldermanic
stoop-line ordinances, and to remove them will inflict some hardship. |
But if they are illegal they should go and the stolen sidewalk space be
restored to public use. By this means Fifth avenue below Fifty-ninth
street can be widened thirty feet and the congestion of vehicle traffic ma.
terially relieved.

ir. Delany’s opinion on this question follows closely on his armu
ment against a third-track “L" franchise and his able brief in the gas smt!
challenging the legality of the trust’s existence. His opinion on the
Steinway tunnel franchise is yet to come. But the disposition the Cor-
poration Counsel evidences to use the law for the city's benefit Is gratify-
ing. He is at least not spending his time trylng hypothetical cases in

CO“”'Y: \f I'lﬂ\t b :mJ R hnmpc‘CJ b-\ fcar Of ‘”T‘p“smt‘ous " ,...--"". \ e new alsease and interior decorations to match., It is to be teared that the
M n il '{;'/ — ‘ﬂrd‘ Mr. Pullman was reared to regard worsted hangings done in dill
S | pickle green and woodwork having a grain like the yolk of an addled egg
THE I\ATION,S FOUL KITCHENS. .'::a\:-: RS and an inlaid border of vanilla and chocolate caramels arcund the edges *
- Y o e 1t Wi rat" saw tHOS WHY an N nn
An interesting outcome of the Beef Trust investigation is the discov- H o7 / R WETR A DREA f‘lvb bfd 'l':’,('.m :nm?.n,m e
g SR P Eoe 33T = had the heart to change the model; althcugh of late years the introduction

deeiangiiY )

cr" nade by friends of the F“"“ of the need of a reform of the nation's | of eggplant purple and crushed muskmelon tints into the prevailing

1as been tried with success. )
of the daady things he |
varns he'll hear the jolly

malarial tone of the draperics
The stay-at-home is cheered by the thonugi

l iis issue appears to have been first raised in the House of Repre-
u}xr. (r~nqrc<<-mn Mondell dcdared that the investigators|

N

going to eat in the dining-car and the bnl
drummers tell in ths smoking compartinens, the same as they alwayrs do

in the gtory papers,

He discovers that there are only two kinds of travelling men—one
| travels for an undertaker's supply hoase and wants to talk shop all the
time; and the other is the fasay party with the astiomia who puts n a
skull cap, spreads himself over twv seats ani sleeps from Buffalo to Cleve-
land, meanwhile- glving Imitations of an agenized nanhale through bis

pc““f:” as in :::: <:fm_uu.is. Cnngre«mnn Fulkerson chimed in with|
the remark that Missouri’s packing-houses are “cleaner than many|
kitchens.” Now a committee of the National Association of Manufac- |
turers finds that in general m'mtx ns of sanitation and cleanliness the!
Chicago packing-houses are “far better than the average hotel kitchen or
even the kitchens of a large percentage of private residences.”

As the committee also found “much to criticise in the way of t.:mxt'lrv‘
conditions™ at Chicago it is clear that our Kitchens must be pretty bad, and
that there is a crying nead of investigation and regulation. Aw ay with the
greasy skillets and Mattered coffee-pots in which the nation's bregkfast is |
prepared! They harbor disease germs. Those antique ovens out of |
which the pies came that mother made should be viewed with grave susfg
picion. As it is obviously inadvisable to entrust this reform to local supcr-i
vision, a F J\'..'.l commission, under the direction of Messrs. Mondell and
Fulkerson, and with a representation from the Association of Manufac- |
turers, should be appointed.

But all this in good time. Let us not blind oursetves to the real m:tl-‘
ness in Chicago. If there has been some slopping over by those who
fancied everything is P .uwn"tnwn rotten, it does not improve matters to

go to the other extreme and belittle the gravity of the evils uncovered. l
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nose.

Also the above-mentioned food comes to our hero garnished with
parsliey and cinders, and it tastes llke cleaning the ashes out of the an-
thracite stove

In the middle of this gladsome repast the train runs through eight

tunnels and the traveller finally emerges with all the gensations of having

emoked a bundle of Wheeling stogles with his eres shut
Then he hits a stretech of country where {t hasn’t rained for elght weeks

and he inhales pulverized landscape for four or five hours.
At night he is bhoosted by a superior porter inte an upper berth closa
i to a large, fervent gas bhurner
{ There isn't any use trying to paint the scene {n the wash-room next
{ morning, with nine men waiting for the mutual hair brush, because the
| English language was made up before they !nvented wash-rooms
{ The traveller returns to our midst in a state of collapse, and it's two
: weeks before he gets all the clinkers out of his system. /
{

W\ \\\\\\\\ S
S THE FUNNY PART:

We don't realize that the best way to enjoy travelling is to stay in
| .\nw York and read about {t.
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persistent, human portion—eried to him to pause
20 actual, eo clamorous was this silent mentil

CHAPTER XXVI, combat that had raged unceasingly since the mo-

(Continued.) ment of his renunciation that at last in physical

response to {t he pushed back hls chair. ‘
3 -~ PR YO8 Ton - oam, 0 M“' “It'a too latel"” he sald aloud. “I'm a fool. It's
all do—enything. It's not too late; | ¢nn 000 |
there's st sufficient time. “Chilcote,"” [ Then abruptly, aston{shingly, as though in d,,,,ﬁ.}

he added, suddenly, ‘“dont you see thatj response to his spoken thonght, the door opened |

| began, *I-—I have had a horrible time! clamation rose to his lips, but he checked ft.

Loder's lipa tightened. *“Yes,” he sald, “yea—I At the slight sound of the tumbler touching they.:
E understand.” table Chilcote turned; but there was no expression 3
| The other glanced up with a gleam of his old | on the other's face to affright him. :
l suspiclon. " 'T'was all my nerves, Loder'—— “They tempted me,” he repeated hastily. ‘“Then7

- n—has

the thing has been madness all “f"’“&l he I and Chilcote walked into the room |
v 1 ? X~ 1 .

been m:" ’plu)'ing “m"‘ the most ‘“‘ € ”f“ ; i ol Slowly Loder rose and etared at him. The feol-|

plosives? You may thank whatever you have falth| 4,0 )0 acknowledged to himsel? was “m'_:,l it

fn that nobody has been smashed up! You are. p.jow
going back. Do you understand me? You are
going dedk—now, to-day, uff(l)wed thtl(h() late." ond feeling, this sudden, lawless joy, that his
There was & great change in lLoder; 8 strong, ! | Pulses beat as he turned a eold face on the in-
{mperturbable face was stirred; he was moved in | truder.

the anger a very different sens m ran|
| rlotously strong. And it wns in time to this gec-

“Of course. Yes, of course.” Loder's Interrup-  seemed like magnets—they seemed to draw me tow
| Chilcote eyed him doubtfully. Then recollection! for a long time; then a terrible compulsion aolzod.j
| took the place of doubt and a change passed over Me—something you could never understand—and

iug-room' ~— and I had to make myself plain. The writing ot,}

Loder kept sflent. His curiosity had flared into the message seemed to steady me; the mere form=

break the shattered train of thought even by a| °©0! When I got up from the bureau and prossed?|
H‘l' bell''-

oth voice and manner. Time after time he re-f
peated his injunction—reasoning, c-'(pwmiutmg.!
insisting. It almost seemed that he fought some
gtrenuous invisible force rather than the shattered wardly
man before him,

Chilcote moved nervously in his geat, It was the

first real clash of personalities, He felt it—recog-| Loder

!

net. The senso of domination had

"o tnew 1f fmmr r "
he knew b If {fmpotent in the governable jenlousy shot

nized it by inst

“Well?" he said sternly.

But Chilcote was Impervio
was mentally shaken and distresse
irreproachahle, even
lapel of his coat—the violets that for a week past
had been brought each morning to the door of
r's rooms by Eve's mald.
loder's eyes rested on the flowers,

to the violets in the

word.

In the sllence Chilcote moved uneasily. “You
see,” he went on at last, ‘when I was here with
you I—I felt strong. I—I"— He stopped.

“Yes, yes., When you were here with me you
felt strong."

“Yes, that's {t. While I was here I felt I could

' do the thing. But when I went home—when I

went up to my rooms"— Again he paused, pass-|
ing his handkerchief across his forehead,

“The bell?”

“Yes. I rang for a servant. I had to send the
wire myself, so I had to get a cab.”” His volce rose
to Irritability. “I pressed the bell several times,
but the thing had gone wrong—'twouldn't work.
At last 1 gave {t up and went into the corridor to
call goms one."

“Well™" In the Intense suspense of the moment
| the word esc: iped Loder.

- L S L

Th atover x y Lory T in' ]
Whatever he might attempt in' gyddenly It died away
of solitude he po ed no voice in

3 53,.,,.r~;.-‘v,.] by anot ll" r f<"':<‘

ing—=a feeling of new, spontaneons joy. Worn by

“When you went up to your rooms?'’ Ix)dr‘r; “Oh, I went out of the room, but there at the
strove hard to keep his control. door, before 1 could call anybody, I knocked up

mom :
presence of this inv

netble second self. For a' opijeot by | against that idiot Greening. He w e
' 1lcote or by himself, the flowers were a2 symbol! | = . ~ i B. o was looking for
while he straggled (14 not Aight, he atruggled | wel1?* he eald again in o gentlor L ' To my room? Oh, 11 forget about that., [| me—for you, rather—about some be astly Wark

forget about the night''— He hesitated umfuuml-‘ affair. I tried to explain that I wasn't in a s

ly. “All I remember s the coming down to break- | for business; 1 tried to shake him off, but e wis
| worse than Blessington! At last, to be vid of the

te

to resist—then Ifting his eyes he met Loder's.

Chileote h: ahle s -
*And what will you db?'* he sa!d weakly hileote had walked to the table and laid down

hig hat. 1lis face was white and the musecles of

tion was curt. { ward them. I sat at the bureau staring at thems . l
/' his expression. *“It wasn’'t my fault,” he began I caught up the nearest pen and wrote just whn—tg'
hastily, “On my soul it wasn't! ' It was Chap-| Was in my mind. It wasn't a telegram, properly ,‘
| ham's beastly fault for showing her into the morn- speaking—It was more a letter. I wanted you back ¥
sudden life at the other's words, but he feared to !N& of the words quietad my mind. I was ulmosb

fast next morning—this morning-—at 12 o'clock’— |

Loder returned his questioning gaze, but almos his lir =1y . ] 44 ; o s 5 tellow, I went with him to the atudy'™
itely he turned aside. “17" he said. "Oh. | o° lips twitched nervously as he drew off his 1."{’ / i - : i : 7 | Loder turned to the table and poured himself (To Be Contlnucd)i
I: lpave London," £20Y.0, ' \ y | out spome whiskey. “Yes," he acquiesced In a very e el
S I TI L, ! “Thank heaven, you're here!" he sald shortly, iquim volce. "
CHAPTER XXVII | “Give me something to drink* | At the word Chilcote rose from his seat. Hls' I I I I ' BI ' I RAYAI
St r: : 1'1\ 1 |a l‘“ \.1 . In sllenco Loder brought out the whiskey nna I disquietude was very evident. *“Oh, there was mrlling ! R |
i wWler did not le 8l0 m. 1dthe ) y . ~ ~ ‘3 ~B | i omance o
9 ; Lve fLondon, Andithehiour| get it on the table; then fnstinctively he turned brenkfast on the table when I came downstalrs— e Al e ’

B of 2 op the day following his dismissal of aside, As plainly aa though he saw the action he
1

I

| breakfast with flowers and a horrible, «lnzzllng.LO\E MY:TERY INTRIGUE

alleote found him g n his sitting- mitally fi 5 i J | | ’ 4
= ¢ 1 again | his sitting- ally figured Chilcote's furtive glance, the fur- { glare of sun. It was then, Loder, as I stood n“d' Will Appear Serinlly in
1001, LVe movems { his zera to Lis . | THE EVENING W s
: S ot he Iaartrat il o rounded by a oloud ¥e movement ‘ot uis fingers o his walsteoat “1?"" he said. “Oh, | shall leave Londonl!" | looked Into the room, that the impossibllity of it | ] l‘“ \;“ ‘f‘::“'l"l
\* . y» cenire ¢ Surroundeq by 1011¢ nocket the hn e T L > (0 2 "ta N1t '} ; ¢ a . " L . ~ . v, . - § g " v
. . ) ¢ ; ’ s : nocket, the hasty dropping of the tabloids into the | — e m i e e e 1 L all came to me—that 1 knew I couldn’t stand it— | Pesinning Saturday une te first Ine
of e, & pipe W tweon his lips and the! pla I'or an instant the sense of his tacit con- | ! \ ' stnlment will comprise a large, kandsomely | !
ornlng's nowspapers lny in s heap beside his \ : : A RREIL C0n= T hehind his words, Once again, as on the night of ! eous panic and excitement in his visitor's eves, | couldn't go on. (Tinstrated oalor aupplement. |
3 ' i LR LDEesi( 4 nivances me to him she the next he UNE ' o y y R g b s * Pp— . . » o]y n
elbow. To the student nanity his attitude | it fram i rhe ) ke \_ he fl ‘.’ B' thelr gecond interchange, 1ife had become a phoe- Something’s gone wrong!" he sald with abrupt! Ioder swallowed his whiskey slowly. HIS 8en8¢| .ppe Hetrnynl” is a #t0ry you cannot affora |
wig intensely inte Hng. It ‘was 1t wtitud ¢ q e "“ " : T VOICe WS WAls- | nix, rislug to fresh existence even while he sifted ~“intuition, | of overpowering curlosity held him very still; but o niLs { |
Wi AChsely 1n celing It 5 the do « ering 1te old watehwor S H AW 'y \ Ly JRTERD by , < . {
a man tramn ) e ; A} NETING L l'\" ¥ rong man has no {ts ashes. “Well? he sald once again, Chtleote started, “Yea—no—that 1s, ves.' hn' he made ao effort to prompt his companion, By E. Phillips Oppenhei !
. . s i) Yy e Knowiedge o ime to waste over his weaker bhrother! . ! gl | X > uly m,
tre th. Befor m as 1 ¥a fo g had : - Yehoole Wedyeiabrother Chilcote had set down his glass. IHe was ner-| stammered. Again Chllecote shifted his position agitatedly, y P |
. i i \ { SMNOKINE stretcheg When he enrd ‘“hilcote s dow e - n \ 3 5i o }
8 futlire OF 8 biolit e = L thi he heard Chilc lay down his tumbler| yously passing his handkerchief across his lips. Loder moved round the table. “Something’s| “It had to be done,'” he gald disjointedly, *‘I had Author of i &
i } ADHOIT( [ nd toward thia' looked back agaiy W ald at £7' ho &1 o 2 : 3 " u i T 3
o N AUt s : - fgnin woed,owhat as It? he sald. | Thera was something in the gesture that attracted gone wrong,” he repeated. “And you've come to| to do it—then and there. The things were on thg|The Mystarious Mr, Sabin, ,‘]‘ Bleeping Memory, !
SRR MILIEE O3 pe AL MES Consciousnes a What have yon come for’ Ha strove resolutely Loder | king \ - attentively 1 - 1 " —4h ink 1 1 The Traltors, ho Master Mummer, {
etrugziing and as yet sci ey sentient portion-=i g} { ) v £Y R8s ODHINEIAL NN MOre /R ITONLIVOlY, e ROY lC' e bureat- 9= Rans ""(3 nk and telegraph forms. The Yellow Crayon, A Man and His Ki
Pusbied tim luevitadbly; wile ;'L..& h L.\ ro l SARRR Xl /r\'v:r. but, try as he might, he| what his own feelings and the other's conven- “Flue tone unnerved Chileote; he suddenly drop-| They tempted me," Enoch Strone, : Maker of History, |
L im il b A0 ADOLher—f VIgOrous,{ ¢ ; agar fore i - { ! = '
i WOrets] could mot quite Hibdue tho cager forco tht lay | tional dress had blinded him to—the almost pit=' pad Into & chalr. “Ii—It wasn't my. faulty” he| Loder laid down Misegluss suddenly, hn ex-) ™ Frisce ot'.l‘mTBHIES!SEMm - ‘;'N '
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